KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

The lad created a very poor impression.    He was
constantly getting in the way. At one moment it was the
hall-porter who pushed him aside; at another he would
be mixed up in the revolving door. The outer world was
unfriendly.    But he tried to compensate for this by
futile and incessant chatter with the hotel servants.
When they had time they would endeavour to answer
his numerous questions, but would break off as soon as
possible and go about their business. The baron contem-
plated the boy, a compassionate smile curling his lips.
Poor child, he examined everything with curiosity, only
to be fobbed off with roughness.   If another human eye
caught his inquisitive look, he would cringe away, un-
happy at being observed, miserable that he had been
detected in the act of investigating.     Sternfeldt was
amused; he began to feel his interest waxing.   Then a
thought struck him: why not make friends with the lad
and utilize this friendship in order to get acquainted
with the mother?    It was only fear that made the
youngster so shy.   Well, a fellow could try.   Unobtru-
sively he followed Edgar, who had gone outside and was
stroking the soft nose of a cab-horse.    Ill-luck dogged
him even in this innocent pastime, for the cabby un-
ceremoniously ordered him to leave the beast alone.
Ruffled and bored, Edgar was again reduced to standing
about with his vacant expression of countenance, not
knowing what next to be at.

The baron seized his chance, and said in a jovial
voice:

"Well, young man, how do you like this place?"
The boy flushed, and looked up anxiously. He rubbed
his hands on the seat of his trousers in his embarrassment.
This was his first experience of a gentleman opening
conversation with him.

"Very much, thank you," he answered awkwardly,
gulping down the last two words.
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